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Tuesday,  November  13,  1979.  A  Medical  Society  Publication  £10. 

We  would  like  to  start  this  week  with  a  report  on  an  event  that  took 
place  two  weeks  ago,  i.e.  the  Medical  Society  Budget  Meeting.  Now, 
you  may  think  that  this  is  a  boring  subject,  but,  as  you  may  or  may  not 
know,  each  of  us  contributes  $25.00  to  the  Medical  Society,  and  we 
thouaht  that,  in  true  investigative  journalistic  style,  we  should  tell 
you  how  your  money  is  being  spent.  Of  course,  you  may  think  that  $25.00 
is  no  big  deal--which  just  goes  to  show  how  much  you  know.  For  example, 
did  you  know  that  you  could  get  71.4  large  coffees,  83  chocolate  bars, 

25  Big  Macs,  2.5  cases  of  beer,  2  small  bottlesof  Chivas  Regal,  1  bottle 
of  Mouton  Rothschild  1971  or  1977,  dinner  for  one-half  at  Winstons,  an 
almost  front  row  seat  at  the  Opera,  25  chances  at  $100,000,  75  chances 
at  a  million  or  8.3  pairs  of  Stanfield  jockey  shorts  (Support  the  Con¬ 
servatives)  for  $25.00. 

Having  suaoested  a  million  useful  v/ays  to  spend  $25.00,  we  will  now 
tell  you  a  few  of  the  ways  that  the  Medical  Society  has  spent  it  for  you 
(incidentally,  these  include  none  of  the  above).  So  it  goes.  Begin- 
ninn  with  the  wide  world  of  sports,  the  MAA  costs  $2. 75/person  whereas 
the  MWA  costs  a  mere  056.  We  wonder,  could  the  Medical  Society  save 
S1.90/male  if  all  medical  students  of  the  non-female  persuasion  had  a 
sex-channe?  We  think  that  this  is  a  question  worthy  of  serious  con¬ 
sideration  in  these  inflationary  times.  The  most  expensive  item  you 
are  beinn  offered  this  year  is  the  Journal  at  S5.25/head.  We  must 
point  out  that  this  works  out  to  be  SI .06/issue--446  less  than  Scien¬ 
tific  American,  a  far  inferior  publication  to  our  own.  An  especially 
good  deal  this  year  is  Arts  and  Letters  at  806.  Any  of  you  who 
attended  their  Italian  Night  last  Tuesday,  probably  ate  your  way  through 
five  to  ten  times  that  sum.  Penultimately ,  one  of  the  more  ironic 
things  you  get  for  your  money  is  a  936  audit  of  the  way  the  other 
$24.07  is  spent!  There  are,  of  course,  numerous  other  items  in  the 
budqet  which  we  won't  oo  into  here,  however,  before  we  close  this  report, 
we  have  to  mention  that  the  best  deal  for  your  money  is,  you  guessed  it, 
the  Auricle  at  an  insignificant  506/year— can  the  Globe  and  Mail  offer 
you  this?  AnneSumners 

Pat  Gallagher. 
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Writers'  feting 

Wed .  ,Nov .  14  (that's  tonite,  folks!)  * 

Alumni  Lauftge  aft- 5:30 

This  is  a  working  session-  so  bring  any  ideas  or  unf i  n  s-bied  \ 
material  yqti  might  have.  EVERYONE  WELCOME.  \ 

,,  -4" 

Singing  Audi  tftfrrs  ‘  v 
Mon .  ,  Nov .  19':‘ 

Alumni  Lounge  -a t^  5 : 30 
NO  Experience .necessary  (really!) 

You  don't  have:-to  have  anything  prepared,  or  even  know  how^ 
to  read  music.  Just  bring  your  voice  and  come  out  to  sing'j; 

P.S.  Band  rehearsal  has  been  moved  to  Wed., Nov. 21,  at  the 
usual  time  due  to  unforeseen  circumstances. 

Thanks,  Lea. 

Medical  Chri s ti an  vEe-1 1  owshi p  will  be  ice  skating  at  Nathan 
Phillips  Square  oh|‘ Friday  Nov. 23.  We  will  be  meeting  in  the 
Alumni  Lounge  (in  case  of  inclement  weather  we  will  be  going 
rolling  skating).  *'' 


First  Year  will  beholding  their  1st  Annual  November 
Christmas  Party  onS/Nov.  30 ,  Friday  at  8:00p.m..  There 
will  be  Beer,  Liquor,  &  Dancing  in  the  Lobby  of  the 
Med.  Sci.  Building 

Editors'  Note:  We|are  assuming  two  thi  n-gs '  about  this  notice 
One,  that  of  course  all  the  years  are  invited,  and  secondly 
that  as  this  is  ai'lst  Annual',  it  will  not  be  of  the  usual 
sort  of  affair,  b.ut.will  be  something  special.  Therefore  we 
encourage  everyone  to  come  out  and  make  it  different  by 
being  a  multi -year  bash. 

M.W.A.  | 

Medical  Women  have  poo  their  first  championship  of  the  '79- '80  year. 

field  hockey,  th£  BigP  Red  Machine  defeated  Pharmacy  2-0  last  Thurs.'. 
The  Leant  and  P.  Scapatura  must  be  congratulated  on  a  shut-out  season.' 
The'Bfg  Red  Machine^  wi TV  play  the  winner  of  the  'A'  division  Thurs.* 
Nov. 22.  All  spectators  welcome! 

The  '‘Docettes1  emjed  theit:  football  season  with  a  3-3  record. 

Volleyball  and  in£ertdb‘e.;waterpolo  will  begin  after  Christmas  so  watch 
for  announcement^' of  game*;.  Anyone  who  would  sti  1  like  to  sign  up  for 
these  sports  please-sett^our  class  rep.. 
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THE  SPECIFIC  DETAILS  ARE  TRUE 

(ONLY  THE  GENERAL  CONCEPTS  HAVE  BEEN  MADE  UP) 


One  late  eveninn,  of  the  summer  just  past,  as  I  was  walking  out  of 
the  Medical  Society  Office  into  the  adjacent  corridor  (the  one  with  the 
free  phone,  the  pay  phone  and  the  bulletin  boards),  I  heard  a  sound 
much  like  a  rubber  ball  being  thrown  against  a  brick  wall  at  regular 
intervals.  Looking  into  the  far  corner,  I  saw  a  flutterina  brown  mass 
alternately  ramming  itself  into,  and  then  bouncing  off,  the  paper- 
plastered  notice  board.  At  first,  I  thouqht  it  was  a  claustrophobic 
sparrow,  which  had  somehow  gotten  into  the  building  and  was  now  des- 
parately  trying,  with  noticeable  futility,  to  demolish  the  thick  walls 
entrapping  it.  But  as  it  winged  its  way  out  of  the  corner  and  into 
the  relatively  open  space  in  the  middle  of  the  corridor,  its  small 
rodent-like  body  and  face  along  with  its  membrane-like  scalloped 
wings  registered  somewhere  in  the  cobweb-infested  attic  of  my  sub¬ 
conscious.  The  mental  image  of  a  bat  soared  into  my  awareness  and 
quickly  fused  with  the  real  visual  image  of  the  little  nocturnophile, 
which  was  now,  incidentally,  gliding  towards  my  panic-stricken  face. 

With  my  usual  sophisticated  calm,  I  proceeded  to  slam  the  door  of 
the  office  on  rny  left  foot  and  thereupon  unleashed  a  soft  but 
audible  sound,  partly  out  of  pain  and  partly  as  a  release  of  the 
exponentially-increasing  fear  permeating  my  consciousness.  The  bat 
hovered  at  about  eye-level  for  a  brief  eternity,  probably  considerably 
more  than  slightly  amused  at  my  lack  of  composure  and  suavity.  It 
then  shot  almost  straight  up  and  disappeared  into  one  of  the  several 
holes  in  the  ceiling,  which  were  used  for  light  bulbs,  as  I  later 
discovered.  Reflecting  back  on  the  bat's  impressive  exit  into  the 
ceiling,  it  looked  rather  like  a  bullet  going  back  into  a  rifle 
(or  a  bat  going  back  into  hell,  for  that  matter).  Anyway,  after 
regaining  my  sanity  and  convincing  myself  of  the  reality  of  what  I 
had  just  experienced,  I  limped  over  to  the  East  entrance  (exit) 
and  eagerly  recounted  the  story  of  my  close  encounter  with  the  bat 
to  the  night  watchman,  who  remained  completely,  dispassionately, 
silent  throughout  (either  out  of  non-comorehension  or,  more 
probably,  apathy),  and  finally  smiled  a  detached  smile  before  saying 
"Goodniaht". 

For  several  da^s.all  those  within  hearing  range  were  subjected 


to  my  account  of  my  adventure  that  night.  Unfortunately,  most  didn't  take 
me  seriously  due  partly  to  the  outlandish  embellishments  which  I  seemed  to 
add  to  the  general  plot  line  with  each  successive  telling  of  the  story, 
but  also  due,  in  part,  to  the  inconceivability  of  runnino  into  a  bat  in 
"that  brand  new  Medical  Building". 

As  I  come  to  think  of  it,  that  night  was  not  the  first  time  I  had 
come  into  contact  with  a  little  warm-blooded  creature,  straight  out  of  a 
B-movie  within  the  walls  of  the  M.S.B.  The  first  time  was  earlier  in  the 
year,  when,  after  coming  in  early  to  a  lecture  in  room  3154,  I  noticed  a 
furry  object  lying  motionless  on  the  floor  to  the  left  of  the  lecturer's 
glorified  soapbox.  On  closer  examination  it  turned  out  to  be  a  rat.  Not 
one  of  those  cute  little  pristine  Norwegian  white  rats  that  researchers 
pumD  full  of  chemicals  in  the  name  of  science,  but  a  real,  fuzzy,  long¬ 
tailed,  pointy-snouted,  sharp-incisored,  cemetery-variety  brown  rat. 

What's  more,  it  was  dead  (or  at  least  quite  comatose).  Several  people 
saw  it,  and  a  list  of  witnesses  is  available  upon  request.  How  it  not 
there  is  a  mystery.  How  it  was  removed  is  not.  One  brave  individual 
picked  the  rat  up,  holding  a  Kleenex  between  his  fingers  and  the  stiff 
corpus  rodentia  and  unceremoniously  dumped  it  into  the  waste  receptacle 
beside  the  lecture  stand.  If  the  rat  was  not  already  dead,  the  cumulative 
weight  (or  smell)  of  debris  (orange  and  banana  peels,  pop  cans,  chip  bags, 
half-eaten  sandwiches,  etc.)  which  piled  up  during  the  day  surely  did 
him  in. 


You  may  say:  "Cute,- but  so  what?".  Well,  these  events  have  led 
me  to  one  of  two  conclusions.  The  first  is  maybe  the  sanitation  and 
general  health  conditions  in  the  MedSci  Building  are  not  all  they're  hyped 
up  to  be.  This  isn't  exactly  a  startling  revelation.  I  mean.  I'd  never 
think  of  eatino  off  the  floor  in  this  building  anyway.  Come  to  think  of  it, 

I  wouldn't  eat  the  cafeteria  food  off  a  silver  platter  if  forced  to  at 
nunpoint.  The  second,  and  far  more  frightening,  hypothesis  would  be  that 
vampires,  zombies  and  various  and  sundry  creatures  of  the  night  are  systema¬ 
tically  being  translocated  from  a  Vincent  Price  flick  into  the  inner  recesses 
and  crannies  and  nooks  of  our  beloved  MedSci.  This  in  itself  is  not  really 
too  bad.  In  fact,  considering  the  appearance  of  some  of  our  lecturers,  a 
rat  or  zombie  or  living  mass  of  necrotic  protoplasm  may  actually  be  a  distinct 
improvement.  Anyway,  I  hope  somebody  of  some  importance  somewhere  takes 
note  of  this  article  and  corrects  this  situation,  if  only  by  keeping  the 
little  bugoers  locked  up  when  people  (or  at  least  med  students)  are  around. 

Rob  Hegel e  8T1 


